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When God Answered 
the Telephone 


Vacation was over. 
Mark and Sheila were 
helping daddy load the 
car for the trip home. 

When the job was 
done, father said, “All 
aboard!” and with a wistful glance at the 
lake where they had had so much fun, 
mother and the children squeezed in. 

Daddy pressed the starter—and nothing 
happened. The battery was dead. 

“We'll have to get out and push,” father 
said. 

“Goody,” Sheila whispered to Mark. 
“Now we'll be able to stay a bit longer.” 

The family stood around the back of the 
car. “When I say, Push,” father said, “every- 
one push as hard as you can.” 

Mark found a place where he could get 
a good grip. And even Sheila, who didn’t 
come up much above the taillights, found 
a place where she could help, too. 

“All right! Everybody ready?” 
father. “Push!” 

Father pushed. Mother pushed. Mark 
pushed. And Sheila grunted with the best 
of them. 

But the car remained exactly where it 
was. It had been standing in one place so 
long, the wheels had sunk down into the 
soft earth. 

The family tried again and again, until 
they were so weary they left the car and 
sat in the shade. Already the temperature 
was nearly 100°, and getting hotter, for all 
this happened on July 5 near the Salton Sea 
in the desert of southern California. It was 
twenty miles to the nearest garage or tele- 
phone. 

Suddenly Mark jumped up. “Let’s go and 





said 
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telephone God,” he said. Sheila ran with 
him to the car, where they searched through 
a box till they found their toy telephone. 

You must understand that Mark was 8 
and Sheila only 6. “What’s God’s number?” 
Mark asked. “That’s easy,” said Sheila. “Just 
dial O, and when Jesus answers ask Him to 
please come down and help.” 

Soon the call was finished. Mark an- 
nounced, “Come on, Daddy. We’ve got to 


be right down.” 

Mother and dad smiled at each other. 
They wished it could be as easy as that. 
But they knew it would take much more 
than a child’s prayer to move the car the 
way it was stuck. Nevertheless, they came 
over and pushed again. 

And the car rolled out of its holes and 
onto the road as if it were free-wheeling 
downhill! 

“This is the most amazing thing,” mother 
said. “Amazing nothing,” said Mark. 
“That’s what Jesus said He would do.” 

There was still the job of making the 
engine start. Mother got into the driver’s 
seat, father and Mark pushed, while Sheila 
stayed in the shade with the phone. 

The car moved easily now, but dad and 
Mark couldn’t get it going fast enough to 
make the engine start. They pushed till they 
were weary. If only another car would come 
by and push! But on that lonely road there 
was little hope of that. They hadn’t seen a 
car all morning. 

Soon Sheila ran up. “I just phoned Jesus 
again. He says He’s going to send a car 
right away.” 

Sure enough, within two minutes a car 
came round the corner and pulled to a stop 
beside the perspiring family. “Like a push?” 
the driver asked. 

Soon the engine was going, and the 
whole family were at last on their way 
home. 

“That’s twice God answered the phone 
for us today,” Sheila said. “Maybe we'd bet- 
ter keep the phone handy in case we nee 
help again.” 

“I think,” mother said reverently, “maybe 
we'd better use the phone again right away 
to tell Jesus Thank You.” 

And that’s exactly what they did. 

Your friend, 














































The Dress That 
) @ Lost a Friend 


By HAZEL FREEMAN 


MOTHER, I'm going over to Helen’s for a 
while. She wants me to help her with 
the dress she’s making for home economics 
class.” Mother was kneading dough as I 
walked into the kitchen. 

She looked up in surprise. “But Hazel, I 
thought all the girls were supposed to do 
their own dressmaking without any outside 
help. That’s the only way they can get a fair 
grade.” 

I laughed lightly. “Oh, Mother, I’m not 
going to help her that much.” 

“Besides,” mother went on, frowning 
slightly, “I've asked you before not to spend 
\ , too much time with that girl. I’m not at all 

ge] sure that she’s the kind of girl I like to see 


>. you so companionable with. The friends we 
* choose have a great deal of influence on us.” 
a I walked around the table and kissed 


mother’s cheek. “You worry too much, 
Mother. Helen’s all right. Maybe she does 
do some things that aren’t quite right, but 
they never amount to much. Besides, I don’t 
think she can influence me to do anything I 
know isn’t right. And I don’t think she 
would do anything that’s really bad.” 

The frown was still on mother’s brow 
when I left for Helen’s house. Mother knew 
Helen was dishonest at times. 

I spent the best part of the afternoon 
with Helen, and when I came home I was 
bubbling over. Helen had asked me to go 
with her to the nearest large city, thirty 
To page 17 
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Helen held up the new blac dress. It was beautiful. 
“And you still have all your money,” her aunt grinned. 
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Jim got an unexpected reward for doing a good deed, 


COWS Through the FENCE 


By HELENA WELCH 


| we frowned when he saw Bruce coming 
up the road swinging his new bat. Why 
did he have to come this morning when 
there were a million jobs to do? 

He pushed harder on the spade, hoping 
Bruce wouldn't see him through the tangle 
of honeysuckle vines. He wanted to finish 
mom’s flower beds this morning so he could 
start hoeing the potatoes after lunch. But 
Bruce’s eyesight wasn’t twenty-twenty for 
nothing. 

“Hi,” he called, turning in at the gate. 
“How about getting up a game? Got a 
honey of a new bat.” 

“Can't.” Jim straightened and looked at 
the bat. It was a beauty, all right. “I'd sure 
like to try out your new bat, but I’ve got too 
much work to do today.” 

Bruce’s grin faded. “Aw, you’ve always 
got to work,” he complained. 

Jim sighed and mopped at his damp fore- 
head. “It isn’t so bad,” he said. He really 
didn’t mind working at all, but he didn’t 
want his friends feeling sorry for him. 

“Can't you take off for a little while this 
morning?” Bruce asked. 

Jim hesitated. It would be fun to try out 
Bruce’s new bat, and he had worked pretty 
steady all week. But didn’t mom want to set 
out the periwinkles this afternoon? And 
hadn't dad looked wistfully at the crab grass 
in the potato field yesterday? 

“Nope, guess I better not.” Jim shook his 
head and picked up the spade again. Then 
at Bruce’s quick look of disappointment, he 
added, “I might get in a game tomorrow 
morning though, if I really stay on the job 


today.” 


“Oh, boy! That'll be great!” Bruce was 
grinning again. He made a practice swing 
with the bat as he started down the path. 
“Tl get the fellows lined up for the morn- 
ing. See you then!” 

Jim felt uneasy after Bruce had gone. 
Maybe, he shouldn’t have promised to play 
tomorrow. What if something happened 
and he had to work after all? 

He finished the flower beds easily by 
lunchtime, but the potatoes were a bigger 
job. It was nearly dark when he chopped 
the grass out of the last row and hurried to 
the house for supper. 

Jim’s father was sitting on the porch, 
looking across the green alfalfa field. He 
had fallen from the roof a few days earlier 
and broken his ankle. That’s why Jim had to 
work so hard. He smiled as he picked up his 
crutches, but Jim thought he seemed wor- 
ried. 

“Mr. Hunter turned his yearlings into the 
new pasture today,” he said. 

Jim stopped to peer past the honeysuckle 
and the waving carpet of alfalfa at the shiny 
herd of angus. They looked like lumps of 
coal against the brilliant green of the pas- 
ture. He couldn’t help standing and watch- 
ing them for a moment. Someday he hoped 
to have a herd like them of his own. 
“They're sure pretty,” he said at last. 

His father nodded. “I hope Mr. Hunter 
thought to check the fence,’ he remarked 
thoughtfully as Jim’s mother called them to 
supper. 

Later, after he had gone to bed, Jim re- 
membered his father’s words and wondered 
what he meant. The fence was brand new, 
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just put in last winter. It surely didn’t need 
checking. But, maybe it wouldn’t hurt to 
ask dad about it. It wouldn’t do for the 
yearlings to get into the alfalfa. 

But the next morning Jim was so busy 
trying to finish the chores in time to make 
it to the ball field that he forgot about the 
fence. It wasn’t until he was hurrying down 
the road past the alfalfa field that he re- 
membered. 

“Maybe I ought to take a look,” he 
thought, scrambling up the bank. 

He gasped in surprise at what he saw. 
Three of the yearlings were grazing in the 
knee-high alfalfa! 

How had they gotten into the field? Jim 
glanced along the fence row. Several posts 
were lying flat in the washout and two more 
yearlings were stepping over the wire. 

Now he knew what dad had meant about 
checking. The fence was new, but the big 
rain last week had damaged it, making it 
easy for the yearlings to push it down. 

For a moment Jim wondered what to do. 
Mr. Hunter lived in town. It would take a 
long time for him to drive out even if Jim 
phoned him. While he was coming, the 
yearlings might eat enough of the alfalfa to 
kill them. 

Maybe he could get them out of the field 
himself! 

Slowly he began driving the animals back 
toward the washout. They were gentle, and 
he had no trouble coaxing them over the 
fence. But after he had gotten the last one 
into the pasture and tried to prop up the 
broken posts, he wished he had called Mr. 
Hunter after all. 

It was an hour later when he finally fin- 
ished and hurried to the ball field to find the 
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The fence was down, washed out by the rains. Jim 
waded into the alfalfa and began chasing the calves. 





game already half over. He was too hot and 
tired to play much, and Bruce was annoyed. 

“Why didn’t you come on time?” he de- 
manded as they walked home. 

Jim explained about the yearlings, and 
Bruce made a face. “You work all the time, 
either at home or for the neighbors,” he said. 
“You never have any fun.” 

Jim drew a deep breath. “Sometimes 
working is fun,” he answered. 

Bruce laughed. “It isn’t for me!” he ex- 
claimed. “And I can imagine fixing that 
fence wasn’t any fun for you, either.” 

Jim didn’t answer. It hadn’t been fun. 
But complaining to Bruce wouldn't help. 
Anyway, it had to be done. 

“I guess you didn’t fix the fence well 
enough,” Bruce was saying. “There’s a calf 
in your yard now.” 

Jim stared in amazement at the black calf 
his father was tying in the shade of the ap- 
ple tree. It wasn’t one of the yearlings, but 
it must have been in the field with them 
and he hadn’t seen it. 

Quickly, he ran across the yard. “I'll take 

To page 16 






















Second of two parts 


COWBOY BILL 


By INEZ STORIE CARR 


Chapter Two 


What happened in the first chapter: Bill is a young 
cowboy. His boss has asked him to go to a lonely 
part of the ranch to find out why so many animals are 
dying. After a two-day journey, Bill reaches a shack, 
which he makes his headquarters. He feels a great 
longing in his soul for something, but doesn’t know 
what it is he needs. He is away from the main bunk- 
house longer than he is supposed to be, and _ finally 
Slim sets out anxiously to find whether ee is 
wrong. By fast riding he reaches the shack in the 
a darkness of the second day, —— to find 

ill sleeping. He strikes a match—and finds that Bill’s 
cot is empty. 


| prewrse was no need for hurry now. Slim 
needed daylight and vantage ground 
from which he could look over the sur- 
rounding country. 

Suddenly Midnight, Slim’s horse, threw 
up his head and sent a long neigh into the 
early morning air. Slim dropped rein, giv- 
ing the horse free head to go where he 
pleased, knowing his horse’s ears had caught 
a sound of interest that his own ears had 
missed. Without hesitation Midnight turned 
and broke into a spirited gallop. 

Bill, up before daylight to investigate 
some traps he had put by a carcass the night 
before, had been sitting on his white horse 
enjoying the mystery of a coming storm. 
The sky had turned to a sickly green color 
that reflected over the prairie. Tumble- 
weeds, like giant bubbles, rolled over the 
desert floor. Lightning played in and out of 
dark cloud banks near the horizon. Under- 
neath, smoky puffs turned to a cloud of dust 
that grew more dense and dark as it ad- 
vanced. Moving forms appeared out of the 
dust. A galloping herd of terror-stricken 
wild horses, led by a large white stallion, 
was heading this way! With taut neck and 
flying mane and tail, the leader was guiding 
his mad troop away from the storm. 

Bill and Eagle were caught between the 
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: The Stampede 


canyon and the coming herd. Their only 
hope was that the leader should see them 
in time to veer away from where they stood. 
He did, but not soon enough. Eagle side- 
jumped, reared, and plunged. The turf gave 
way, and horse and rider slid headfirst into 
a thicket, entangling the horse so that he lay 
quite helpless, with Bill pinned under him. 
Pain shot up and down the cowboy’s spine. 
He was unable to help himself in any way, 
but as he lay there thinking and wondering 
what to do, he heard a familiar voice above 
his head. 

“What are you doing down there, Bill?” 

The tension was broken by the casual 
drawl. Bill exploded in a tirade about fool 
horses, canyons, and several other things, 
finishing off with, “How long are you going 
to stand there? Do something, can’t you?” 

“Keep your head, Bill. We will soon have 
you on top.” Slim slipped down the rugged 
side of the shallow canyon. Sitting on Ea- 
gle’s head while he released his front legs, 
he soon had both man and beast out of the 
ravine and on the mesa. 

Back at the bunkhouse, Slim took on the 
role of nurse and tried to make Bill as com- 
fortable as possible, but the boy’s face was 
drawn with pain. 

“What do you have to eat around here, 
Bill?” Slim asked as he searched the cabin. 

“Beans,” called Bill. 

“What else besides beans?” Slim ques- 
tioned. 
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Out of the storm thundered a hundred stampeding 
horses. Bill was caught between them and the canyon. 




















“More beans,’ shouted Bill. “Slim, I’ve 
had nothing to eat but beans for the last 
five days. Beans for breakfast, beans for 
dinner, and beans for supper!” 

“Why didn’t you come back?” Slim asked, 
a twinkle in his eye, as he slipped the con- 
tents of a can of beans into the frying pan. 

“The work was not finished, and I told 
the boss I'd see it through. I had just fin- 
ished when the stampede came. If the turf 
had not broken, Eagle would have stood his 
ground in the face of all those crazed ani- 
mals.” 

Back at the ranch the boys were resting 
in the shade after a long, sizzling day. When 
they caught sight of Bill and Slim coming 
slowly, they roped horses and cantered out 
to meet them. Carefully and tenderly they 
lifted Bill from his mount. The pain was 
intense, but the cowboy shut his teeth and 
shoved everyone away when they attempted 
to carry him to his bunk. He took a few 
steps and fell unconscious. The next day, 
when the others were catching and saddling 
horses, Bill tried to force himself to get up, 
but a stabbing pain caught him and he lay 
back. He was impatient to join,the others, 
but glad for a comfortable bed and some- 
thing to eat besides beans. 








On a reading table nearby lay a pile of 
Youth’s Instructors and other Adventist 
magazines. There was a new cook at the 
bunkhouse, and she had placed them there 
in the hope that some cowboy would grow 
interested in a better way of living. Bill, 
finding nothing else to satisfy his restless 
longing to be out on the range, roping and 
riding and branding, reached for one of the 
papers. It was so very different from the 
Westerns he had been accustomed to that it 
caught his interest. He grew quiet and ab- 
sorbed, devouring one paper after another. 
He felt that something about the articles he 
was reading was filling that empty place in 
his soul. 

The new cook noted his interest with a 
great deal of pleasure. One day she said, 
“Bill, a minister is holding some meetings 
in a large tent at Roswell this week, and my 
husband has arranged so he can come after 
me. We plan to spend the weekend in town 
and go to hear the meetings in the evenings. 
Would you like to ride along with us? You 
can sit in the car right by the tent and hear 
every word. It won't be necessary for you to 
go inside.” 

“Sure thing,” responded Bill eagerly. 
“Anything would be better than watching 
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THE LAYING OF THE " 
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S ATLANTIC CABLE, 
LINKING NORTH AMERICA 
WITH EVROPE , WAS 
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o> 2... EVENTS OUT OF THE PAST 


ETIEMME DE SILHOUETTE, 


FRENCH MINISTER OF FINANCE 
(BORN JULY 5,1709), BECAUSE OF 
HIS AUSTERE PROGRAM, DESIGNED 
TO }MPROVE HIS COUNTRY’S 
FINANCIAL SITUATION, HIS 
ENEMIES ATTACHED HIS NAME 
TO THE ECONOMICAL PROFILES 
THAT WERE URGED IN 
PLACE OF MORE EXPENSIVE 
PORTRAITS — AND THUS 
CAME ABOUT 
SILMHOVETTES 





ON July 4, 1884, IN 
PARIS, FRANCE, THE STATUE OF LISERTY 
WAS PRESENTED TO THE UNITED STATES AS 
A GIFT FROM THE FRENCH PEOPLE. HERE ARE 
SOME INTERESTING FACTS — 








¢ HEIGHT OF STATUE AND BASE——— 305 FEET 
¢ HEIGHT OF STATUE ALONE is) 
© RIGHT ARM 42° 
° HAND 6 °* 





« HEAD 7x 316 « 

* FORTY PERSONS CAN STAND IN THE WEAD 

* THE TORCH IS LARGE ENOUGH TO HOLD 
TWELVE PEOPLE 








the boys go off every morning and me lying 
here like a dunce.” 

So that’s how it happened that Bill was 
listening one Sunday evening when the 
minister said: 

“You cowboys know what it means when 
a bunch of yearlings get lost in the snow 
that sometimes sweeps these plains. You 
know what it means when the rain fails and 
the heat dries up the water pools and withers 
the grass, and you have to work day and 
night to coax the staggering animals long 
distances. You know what it means when 
strays have to be searched out and brought 
back to the ranch and safety. You know the 
fate of a dogie that has lost its way. It ei- 
ther slowly starves, while the buzzards wait, 
or the coyotes hamstring it. 

“We are all strays. The Lord Jesus has 
gone out on the plains to search day and 
night for us. He died so that all the strays 
could find their way back home. “The angel 
of the Lord encampeth round about them 
that fear him, and delivereth them’ (Psalm 
34:7). ‘For he said, Surely they are my peo- 
ple . . . : so he was their Saviour. In all their 
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affliction He was afflicted, and the angel of 
his presence saved them’ (Isaiah 63:8, 9). 

“He has more cowboys than all the ranch- 
ers in Colorado, Wyoming, New Mexico, 
and Texas put together. His angels are min- 
istering spirits sent forth to gather poor lost 
humanity into His fold. He has gone across 
burning deserts, into dangerous canyons, 
through storms and tornadoes. He has faced 
packs of wolves, stampedes, and all the other 
dangers that ever come to mankind. He 
left His beautiful ranch on high to come 
down here amid men who gave Him every 
insult, and He did it all to bring us back to 
the corral. What are we going to do about it, 
boys? Are we going to fight against the 
One who has died to save us, or are we go- 
ing to prepare to join Him on the great 
ranch He is preparing for us because He 
loves us so?” 

Before Bill realized it, he had called out, 
in a voice loud and strong yet husky with 
reverence and awe, “I want to join His 
ranch, preacher.” Every eye turned toward 
the dim outline of the car parked to the 
right of the minister’s stand. To page 18 
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All sorts of interesting facts about the ladybird 


“LADYBIRD, LADYBIRD ... ” 


By WILLIAM 


JN SWEDEN they call her one of “Mary’s 
Golden Hens.” Some Russian boys and 
girls call her “God's Little Cow.” Young 
Frenchmen call her kind “Creatures of the 
Virgin.” 

Here in America we sing a song to her 
as she perches on our forefinger, and then, 
“poof,” she wings away. 

“Ladybird, Ladybird, fly away home. Your 
house is on fire, your children will burn.” 

By whatever name we call the tame lady- 
bird, she—and he, too—are one of man’s 
best friends among the things that creep. 


L. WOODALL 


Rose growers and gardeners consider her 
one of their finest helpers. Some people 
even make a lot of money selling her. 

About sixty years ago the orange growers 
of California discovered the cottony-cushion 
scale growing in large numbers on their 
orange and lemon trees. Whenever a tree 
was attacked by this scale it began to wither. 
Soon the whole twig would go, then the 
limb, and finally the tree. What to do? they 
cried. The scale threatened to wipe out all 
the orange and lemon trees in California. 

Scientists got to work on the problem 
and traced the scale across the Pacific Ocean 
to Australia. But in Australia, the country 
the cottony-cushion came from, it was not 
very bad. For there the scientists discovered 
that a ladybird called Vedalia ate every bit of 
the cottony scale they could find. The men 
gathered up a hundred and forty of the lit- 
tle beetles and rushed them to California. 
They turned them loose in a stricken orange 
grove and the scale was cleaned up in a 
matter of days. 

But what was to become of the little tree- 
savers after they had feasted on the scale? 
That was easy. The ladybirds liked other 
pests, too. They ate aphids, mites, mealy- 
bugs, bellworms, leafworms, leafhoppers, 
and the eggs of the potato bug. Soon they 
were worth their weight in gold, literally! 

For a long time the ladybird was allowed 
to go on living in her own quiet way. Soon 
most people forgot how she came to the 
country and the good she had done for the 
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A ladybird gets down to lunch, as it begins to eat 
the insect it is standing on. For “seconds” it will 
eat the one beside it—if it stays around that long! 
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First Art Award 
By MARLENE WIRSZ, Age 13 
Takoma Park, Maryland 





My Nephews 
Poetry Award 
By KATHLEEN KAY BOYLES, Age 12 
Hartford City, Indiana 


I have three little nephews; 
They're all cute as can be. 

Although they may be bad sometimes, 
They are still dear to me. 

They like to go to Sabbath school 
To learn of Jesus dear, 

Because they're very sure each day 
That Jesus Christ is near. 
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Nature Scenes 
Poetry Award 
By TED DOAN, Age 12 
Dayton, Ohio 





1 walked along the woodland trail 

And crossed a trickling, bubbling stream; 
I always come back without fail, 

For it is like a lovely dream. 


1 always hear the bluebirds sing, 

I see young rabbits in their nests; 
hear the squirrels chattering, 

I see the lovely mountain crest. 





THE SNAKE BY MOTHER’S ANKLE 


True-Story Award 
By CAROL JOHNSON, Age 11 


Lewistown, Pennsylvania 


It was a bright sunny Sabbath afternoon. 
My mother and brother and I decided we 
would go for a walk in the woods. 

We were just about to the top of a 
ridge when all of a sudden my mother 
said, “Listen!” We stopped, but we didn’t 
hear anything. 

My brother and I went on. There was a 
tree in the path, so we went around it, and 
just as we did so, my mother heard the 
noise again. 

She looked down and there was a copper- 
head curled up right beside her ankle. 

“Don’t move!” mother said. 

My brother circled around and picked 
up a couple of stones. He threw one and 
it hit the snake, but not hard enough. So 
he threw another one and kept on throw- 
ing until he had killed the snake. While 
my brother was trying to kill the snake I 
was standing there saying, “Jesus, help us, 
help us,” and He surely did. 




















We ran down the ridge fast, faster than 
we had ever thought we could run, and 
we didn’t stop till we got to the bottom. 

We told my father of the experience. 
Mother said that when the snake was at 
her ankle, she felt as though somebody 
grabbed her by the shoulder and yanked 
her back about a yard. 

We know that it was our guardian an- 
gels that watched over us and kept us 
from harm and brought us home to safety. 

That night at worship we thanked God 
for keeping us safe that afternoon. 


How God Saved the Bible 
True-Story Award 

By CAROLINE MATNEY, Age 13 
Winlock, Washington 





It was late. I had gone to bed. The light 
was on above the kitchen sink. My mother 


had just come in from feeding the calves. Mother and Child 
She had put wood in the stove before she : 
went out. And now she put her scarf on the First Art Award 
stove from her habit of laying it there. She By LESLIE JEAN ROBINSON, Age 12 
read her Bible lesson and laid her Bible on Sh ' 

aw Air Force Base, South Carolina 
the scarf on the stove. She thought all was 


well, and went to bed. 
The next morning she came to make a 
fire in the stove. What do you suppose she 


saw? In the middle of the scarf was a very AN EXCITING RIDE 
big burned spot underneath the Bible. 
Now we thank God for saving us and the First True-Story Award 


Bible that night. By SANDY McBRIDE, Age 13 


Seattle, Washington 


JUBILANT JULY On a beautiful sunny morning in the 


First Poetry Award month of June, I was visiting my cousin 
By KAREN SMITH, Age 12 Karen in Montana. She lives in the moun- 
tains in a cabin near a lake. 


Binghamton, New York After we ate breakfast, Karen and I went 


Jubilant July is a month of joys out and sat on the front porch. We had to 
For all the happy girls and boys; do the dishes in a few minutes, and so we 
A time for lots of outdoor fun were trying to think of something to do in 
$ Beneath the kindly golden sun. the meanwhile. Suddenly, Nicker, their 
horse, pushed me with her head from be- 
The sunshine seems to make its goal, hind. Nicker is really gentle though and we 
Somehow to reach the swimming hole ride her a lot. 

Beneath the shady maple trees I thought I would hop on her and go for a 
That quiver in the morning breeze. ride around the house. I didn’t feel like put- 
ting a saddle and bridle on, because we had 

When summer sun and summer joys to do the dishes in a few minutes. 
Have faded from these girls and boys, So Karen helped me up on Nicker. I had 
They will look forward, by-and-by, just got hold of her mane when she 


To summer sun and glad July! 
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| Wanted to Eat My \V 


| WAS never really certain what the 
grownups meant when they said they 
wished they could eat their words, until the 
day my sister Barby fell from the railroad 
bridge. 

To get the record straight I will have to 
go back quite a way from that day. I don’t 
know why it is, but brothers and sisters 
seem to quarrel quite often. I’m speaking 
from experience, as well as observation, 
you understand. I’ve had what I thought 
was some of the best fun in my life teasing 
Barby. If she didn’t pay any attention to the 
things I do and say when I am teasing, my 
fun would be lost, but she always does, and I 
tell her she bites at my bait worse than a 
sixty-pound salmon. Things go from bad to 
worse, and soon we are saying mean things 
to each other. Several times I said, in the 
heat of our battles, “I hate you. I wish you 
were dead.” 

Now, if I had said those words to any- 
body but Barby, I would have felt I was hor- 
rible. But Barby is my sister, after all, and 
you can say that kind of thing to your own 
family without feeling bad at all. At least, 
that was what I used to think. I don’t any 
more. 

About twenty-four hours before Barby’s 
accident I yelled those very words at her. 
We had been in one of our biggest quarrels. 
I can’t even remember what it was all about 
now. I had finished by saying, as cruelly as I 
could, “I hate you! I wish you were dead!” 
Barby began to cry and ran to mother, and 
that made me all the angrier, and I was glad 
I had said what I did. 

The next morning the sun was blistering 
hot. When we finished our chores mother 
said we could go to the river and swim. 

We swam for about an hour on the west 
side of the river, so we could use the div- 
ing board. Because of the weather there 
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As told to IVY R. DOHERT 3 


were dozens of other people there. My 
mother had always said the safest thing to 
do was to swim at the river when there 
were others about, for then there would be 
someone to help us if we got into difficul- 
ties. 

Barby and Tony wanted to go to the 
other side of the river to swing off the 
steel cable and drop into the water, as they 
had done many times. Instead of going over 
the bridge and climbing down the bank 
they decided to crawl on the trestlework 
under the railroad bridge. Many of us had 
done that same thing so many times we had 
forgotten it was dangerous. 

I saw them leave, and went on swimming 
with some of the other fellows from our 
school. I didn’t see them again until I heard 
Tony screaming at the top of his lungs for 
me to come. I had been swimming under 
water quite a bit, and he could have yelled 
his head off and I would not have heard him. 
He was just about hoarse when I finally did 
hear him calling for me to come quickly. 

I knew by the frightened tone of his 
voice that something was really wrong. I 
raced over the bridge and down the rocks. 
I remember vaguely now how things jabbed 
into my feet, but I was too engrossed in 
getting to Tony to care about my feet. 

I slid down the last big rock, and then I 
saw her. She was covered with blood, and 


crying and saying things that made no en 


at all. My little brother told me betwee 
sobs that he had gotten down the trestle 
first and Barby had slipped and fallen from 
the top of the big concrete pier that was a 
part of the approach to the bridge. I felt 


JOHN GOURLEY, ARTIST 


Tony stood on the railroad bridge, screaming at the 
top of his lungs as Barby fell to the rocks below. 
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sick as I looked up and saw that the distance 
to the rocks below was close to twenty feet. 
It hadn’t dawned on me until that moment 
how dangerous crawling in the trestle really 
was. 

There wasn’t time to think much about 
it now. I must get Barby home to mother. 
She would know how serious Barby’s ac- 
cident was and what to do about it. I told 
Tony to stay with Barby while I ran to the 
service station across the bridge to phone. It 
seemed years before mother came to the 
phone, though I know now that the signal 
rang only twice before she lifted the re- 
ceiver. When she answered, I shouted, “Get 
the car and hurry. Barby had a bad acci- 
dent. Come quick.” Poor mother. What a 
way to break the news! I guess I was scared, 








and the first words I thought of had to do. 

It happened that dad had the car, away 
at the college, and wasn’t due home for 
hours. Mother raced to the first neighbors’ 
house, but could not find anybody. Then she 
saw Mr. Martin working in his shed and 
ran to him. She said later that he dropped 
everything and ran for his pickup. Then he 
remembered that he had been working 
without his shirt and sent his son running to 
the house to bring one. In the meantime, 
some of the older boys from our school had 
seen what had happened to Barby, and they 
had lifted her into their own car, and we 
were all on the way up the hill to our 
house when we met Mr. Martin and my 
mother. 

Both of them looked sick when they got 
their first glimpse of Barby. She really was 
a mess. She looked as if she had been cut 
from head to foot. 

Mother got out of the pickup and came 
over to take Barby from Joe Bennet’s arms. 
The other two fellows were trying to tell 
mother that Barby wasn’t hurt badly and 
that she would soon be all right. Mother 
thanked them and took all of Barby’s eighty- 
five pounds in her arms and carried her 
over to Mr. Martin’s pickup. He hurried up 
the hill while mother held her. 

We put her on the couch and covered her 
with a quilt, but it was soon evident that 








Barby would not soon be all right. The 
things she was saying were getting less in- 
telligible all the time. Mother got on the 
telephone and tried to find dad. When she 
couldn’t she tried to get the doctor’s office, 
and no one answered there. She tried the 
doctor's house, and when she explained to 
the doctor’s wife how badly Barby was in- 
jured, the doctor came to the telephone. 
After a few questions he told mother to 








GUEST OF HONOR 


By MARION STEARNS CURRY 


We were thirteen at the table— 
Bad luck, so someone said; 

But mother merely smiled at that 
And firmly shook her head. 


For, "We are Christian folk," said she, 
“There's naught for us to fear; 
Full fourteen of us dine today, 
A Guest of Honor's here. 


" "Where two or three are gathered 
Together in My name, 

I will be with them,’ Jesus said. 
Today it is the same." 


And so it was! What joy we felt, 
As each sat in his chair, 

To know that we were specially blessed 
Because our Lord was there. 








bring her in right away and he would take 
care of her. 

Tony and I stayed at home so we could 
tell dad what had happened when he even- 
tually arrived. The trip to the doctor's of- 
fice was about seven miles, and mother told 
me later that she thought they would never 
get there. It was more than half an hour 
later that the telephone rang. I could hardly 
stand to answer it, and yet I dared not re- 
fuse to. It was mother. Was dad home? she 
wanted to know, and when I said that he 
wasn’t, she gave instructions to try to reach 
him. 

“How’s Barby?” I asked, trying not to let 
mother know how sick and worried I was. 
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Mother explained that the doctor had ex- 
amined Barby and was now sewing up her 
face between her eye and nose. She said 
Barby was quite delirious and the doctor 
had said she must be taken by ambulance to 
the hospital. She had concussion (whatever 
that was, it sounded terrible enough), and 
the doctor said there might be a blood clot 
close to her brain, and that she would be put 
under observation by a brain specialist and 
would have several X-rays. He could not 
promise anything. 

My legs were jelly as I hung up the re- 
ceiver and slumped into a chair. “He could 
not promise anything!” The words kept 
running around in my head like zooming 
wasps building nests. The words were put 
as gently as they could be, but there wasn’t 
any doubt in my mind what they meant. 

I knew then that I had said, “I wish you 
were dead,” for the last time, even to my 
sister. How could I have ever said it in the 
first place? I wondered if Barby had thought 
about it in the brief moment when she was 
falling. I thought about how she must have 
felt as she saw the rocks coming up to meet 
her. I could only hope that she had not re- 
membered my hateful words. 

The hours ticked away. I tried to get in 
touch with dad in several places where he 
might be, but failed every time. 

When I heard him coming up the drive I 
braced myself. I didn’t want my voice to 
tremble when I told him the news, but I 
couldn’t control it. His face really fell 
when I told him where mother and Barby 
were. 

He hurried to the telephone and called 
the hospital. Soon he was talking to mother, 
and he lost no time cleaning up and getting 
on the road. I stayed home to take care of 
things. 

The minutes and hours limped. When 
mother and dad finally returned, they 
looked all in. Mother told me that the doc- 
tor thought Barby was improving, but she 
was still saying funny things. She was in an 
oxygen tent at the hospital. That didn’t 
sound good to me. She was to have X-rays, 
and a brain specialist was “observing” her. 

I don’t mind saying I prayed a lot for 
Barby. I didn’t mind admitting to myself, 
either, that I felt I would die, too, if any- 
thing happened to the little girl. As I sat 
around the house, not able to get inter- 
ested in anything, I saw for the first time in 

To page 17 
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Famous American Flags—No. 5 


THE NEW FIFTY-STAR FLAG 


EVERETT E. DUNCAN 














On July 4 of last year the forty-ninth star 
(for Alaska) was officially added to the Stars 
and Stripes. One year later, on July 4 of this 
year, the fiftieth star (for Hawaii) will join the 
others. On eight other occasions since the first 
Stars and Stripes flag in 1777, a single star has 
been added to the flag for just one year’s dura- 
tion. The forty-eight-star flag lasted for forty- 
seven years—since 1912, when New Mexico 
and Arizona were added. 

Is it possible that other States and stars will 
be added in the future? Yes. It is possible but 
not probable. Texas has a bylaw that says if the 
Texans so desire, they could divide Texas into 
five smaller States. In this event, a possible four 
more stars could be added to the fifty. Another 
remote possibility is that the District of Co- 
lumbia might become a State, but this is un- 
likely. 

Why were “stars” and “stripes” first used? 
Stars were first used as a symbol of the heavens, 
and the divine goal to which man has aspired 
from time immemorial. The stripes in the flag 
are symbolic of the golden rays of light shining 
from the sun. 

There are ten flag rules all American Path- 
finders should observe in connection with the 
flag: (1) In raising the flag, it should be un- 
furled first, then quickly hoisted to the top of 
the staff. Always lower it slowly and with dig- 
nity. (2) Nothing should ever be placed over, 
or on, the flag. (3) Never cover a speaker's 
table with the flag. (4) Red-white-and-blue 
bunting may be used as drapery. Arrange the 
blue above, the white in the middle, and the red 


The flag at the bottom is the one Betsy Ross made. The 
next is the “Star Spangled Banner” that flew over Fort 
McHenry. Bursting British bombs made the holes. After 
that comes the 48-star flag that was raised on lwo 
Jima, and lastly the 49-star flag that flew for just one 
year. The 50-star flag was not available for this picture. 
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below. (5) The flag should never be dis- 
played with the union facing down, except 
as a signal of dire distress. (6) When carried, 
the flag should always be aloft and free, never 
flat or horizontal. (7) No other flag may be 
flown above the Stars and Stripes, in the 
US., except: (a) the United Nations flag at 
UN Headquarters; (b) the church pennant, 
a dark blue cross on a white background, 
during church services conducted by naval 
chaplains at sea. (8) Every precaution should 
be taken to prevent the flag from becoming 
soiled. It should not be allowed to touch the 
ground or brush against objects. (9) When 
the flag is used to cover a casket, it should 
be placed so that the union is at the head and 
over the left shoulder. It must not be lowered 
into the grave, or allowed to touch the 
ground. (10) When the flag is worn out, it 
should be disposed of with due respect. The 
approved custom is to first cut the union 
from the flag. Then the two pieces, which 
no longer form a flag, are burned. 


The official Pledge of Allegiance to the 
Stars and Stripes is as follows: 

“I pledge allegiance to the flag of the 
United States of America, and to the Re- 
public for which it stands, one Nation under 
God, indivisible, with liberty and justice for 
all.” 


An Exciting Ride 
From page 11 


started galloping off so fast I thought I 
was flying away with the wind. 

Lickety, split! Down the road I went, 
holding on for dear life. I was almost fall- 
ing off, and if I had, I would have been hurt. 

Many thoughts raced through my mind as 
I held on, praying I wouldn’t get hurt. I was 
so scared I didn’t know what to do. 


Wow! If I hadn’t ducked, I would have 
been knocked off under that low roof! 

All I could see was dust and dirt every- 
where I looked, and I could feel warm tears 
running down my face. 

Finally I began to think straight. I said, 
“Stop! Nicker, stop! Whoa, girl! Whoa!” 
She finally did stop, and I fell forward on 
top of her neck, exhausted. I could hear 
voices coming closer. It was Karen and her 
little sister running up the road to get me. 

Karen lifted me down and said, “Are you 
all right? Are you hurt?” I was not hurt, but 
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I was sure shaken up. They told me a horse 
fly had bitten Nicker and that’s what had 
made her gallop off like that. I knew they 
were just kidding though. They told me I 
stuck to the horse as if I was born on it, 
and that they had never seen Nicker go that 
fast before. 

As for me, I was very glad to set foot on 
the ground again. 


Cindy 


First Poetry Award 
By ROBERTA GIBSON, Age 11 
Garden Grove, California 


My doggy's name is Cindy; 
She's cute as cute can be, 

She sits up on her haunches 
And looks up in the tree. 


She sees the little birdie 
Calling to its mate, 
Asking if it's ready 
To go out on a date. 


Then she sees the kittykat 

From the yard next door, 
Chases it across the fence 

And says, "Come back no more!" 


So that's my loving Cindy 

Who is so warm and gay; 
That's the way | like her, 

And that's the way she'll stay. 


Cows Through the Fence 
(From page 5) 


care of it, Dad,” he called. “I got the others 
out. I must have missed this one.” 


His father looked up smiling. “No, Jim. 


you didn’t miss it,” he said. “Mr. Hun® 


gave it to you.” 


Jim couldn’t believe his ears. “Gave it to 
me!” he gasped. “What for?” 

“He wanted you to have it for fixing his 
fence,” Jim’s father explained. “I saw you 
driving the yearlings out and phoned him. 
I couldn’t reach him for a while. By the 
time he came, you were already gone, so he 
brought you this calf. You saved him a big 





ve 











veterinary bill and maybe the loss of sev- 
eral animals.” 

Jim was so happy he couldn’t speak. Why, 
this calf could be the start of his own herd! 
He certainly was glad he had fixed that 
fence. 

“Wait till I tell Bruce!” he thought. “This 
will convince him that sometimes work 
really can be fun!” 


The Dress That Lost a Friend 
From page 3 


miles away, the following Wednesday. She 
needed a new formal to wear to an impor- 
tant occasion, and wanted me to help her 
select the right dress. 

Mother's first reaction was to say No. But 
when I told her that Helen’s aunt, a Mrs. 
Langley, would be with us, she changed her 
mind and decided to let me go. Surely the 
two of us couldn’t get into mischief with an 
adult along. 

I was out of bed bright and early on 
Wednesday morning and met Helen and 
her aunt at the bus station. Soon we were on 
our way, chatting happily as the bus rolled 
along. 

We visited several shops, and Helen tried 
on dresses in each one. There were so many 
pretty ones hanging on the racks! 

Helen wasn’t pleased with any of them, 
however, and her aunt suggested another 
shop around the corner. I knew as soon as 
I entered it that it was a very expensive 
shop. It was so different from all the others 
we had visited, and everything looked high 
priced. 

It didn’t take Helen long to pick out sev- 
eral dresses to try on. The one she seemed 
especially fond of sparkled with black se- 
quins. I didn’t think she should buy that 
type of dress, but after all, it would be hers, 


| ot mine. 
) é Helen and Mrs. Langley went into the 


ressing room to see if the dress fitted. Soon 
they came out and motioned to me, and the 
three of us left the shop without buying any- 
thing. 

I asked where we would go next. Mrs. 
Langley replied that we would stop at a 
ladies’ room in a service station down the 
street. When we entered the place, Mrs. 
Langley set down the shopping bag she had 
been carrying since she left home, opened 


it, and pulled out the black-sequined for- 
mal. I gasped in surprise. 

A wicked smile played around the cor- 
ners of Mrs. Langley’s mouth. “Now, my 
dear,” she said to Helen, “here’s your dress 
for the party, and you still have your 
money.” 

Helen laughed and hugged the dress to 
her. 

“Helen, you're not going to take it, are 
you?” I asked, feeling sick in the pit of my 
stomach. “It isn’t yours. It’s stolen!” 

Helen’s smile vanished and she turned 
on me quickly. “So what? We got away 
with it, didn’t we? And you'll keep your 
mouth shut about this if you know what's 
good for you.” 

I hardly know how I got through the rest 
of the day, and can scarcely remember the 
bus ride home. My knees seemed to be wa- 
ter, and I felt sick all over. The thought kept 
running through my mind, “What if we had 
been caught leaving the store without pay- 
ing for that dress? I could be in jail right 
now, accused of being a shoplifter. No mat- 
ter how I might have tried, I couldn’t have 
proved my innocence.” 

One thing was very clear in my mind as 
I parted company with the dishonest pair. 
The parting was for good, and Helen was 
no longer my friend. Mother had been right 
all along about the importance of choosing 
the right kind of friends, and from now on 
I would rely on mother’s good judgment. 


I Wanted to Eat My Words 


From page 14 


my life what a family really means. We all 
belonged to one another and we loved one 
another, even though that seemed a funny 
word for me to use, and . . . well, we just 
wouldn’t be able to get along without one 
another. The world would never seem right 
again if one of us slipped away and never 
came back. 

That night when we went to the hospital 
to see how Barby was, the nurse in charge 
said, “Sorry, but no children under sixteen 
are allowed in the wards for visiting.” I 
could have blown up. I wanted to see Barby 
more than I wanted to see anybody else in 
the world, and they wouldn’t let me see 
her. Not even my own sister! 

When I sat in the lounge waiting for dad 
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WRITE OR DRAW FOR 


JUNIOR GUIDE 


AUTHORS’ GUILD 
AND WIN AN AWARD 


The JUNIOR GUIDE Authors’ Guild is 
your department. You write for it. You draw 
the pictures. 

Writers, artists, poets, and photographers 
—and those who wish they were—between 
ten and fifteen years of age are invited to 
contribute material that will be of inter- 
est to other Juniors. 

STORIES should be something interesting 
that happened fo you or your friends or 
your pet, an answer to prayer, or something 
that helped you learn a lesson. Keep them 
short. 

POEMS should not be more than sixteen 
lines long. 

DRAWINGS should be on stiff paper or 
poster board. They may be drawn in black 
pencil, black writing ink, India ink, charcoal, 
or water colors, but not in ordinary pencil or 
blue Ink, as these don't reproduce well. For 
best results use a good grade black wax 
pencil on coquille board, which you can 
get at a stationery store. Make them at 
least 6” x 6”, and wrap carefully. 

PHOTOGRAPHS will be acceptable, too, on 
any subject, black and white, and not smaller 
than 2%” x 24”, preferably larger. Wrap 
carefully. 

Please give your name, age, and address. 

And a parent or teacher must sign, "This 
is the original work of the sender, and was 
not copied." This means too that a poem or 
story must not be written from memory. 

The best original contributions will win 
awards. "First awards" of $2.00 are offered 
in each of the four categories—stories, 
poems, drawings, photographs. And “awards" 
of $1.00 will also be given, depending on how 
much space is available. 

Contributions for October must reach the 
JUNIOR GUIDE during July. 

Send your contribution to Lawrence Max- 
well, Junior Guide, Washington 12, D.C. 
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to come out I thought how differently my 
mind was working from what it was before 
Barby fell. I knew that when Barby got out 
of that hospital, if she ever did, I would 
make up to her for all the things I had said 
and done to her that weren’t right. 

After another day in the hospital, the 
doctors said Barby could go home. I was 
never so happy in my life. When dad 


brought her into the house I really kept m & 
promises. Time has slipped by, and Barb 


is well again, except for the scar on her face. 
Occasionally I start teasing her about some- 
thing, and then I remember, and pull my- 
self up with a bounce. 

“Remember, Rick Armstrong,” I say to 
myself, “you have as nice a sister as any fel- 
low, so treat her right, just as she deserves. 
Remember the day you thought she was go- 
ing to die.” 


Cowboy Bill 
From page 8 


The lone figure could not be seen, but 
someone in the rear of the tent said, “That's 
Bill’s voice, boys. Let’s bring him in.” It was 
a strange interruption, but the stir and com- 
motion caused by the husky cowboys carry- 
ing one of their members in did not break 
the spirit of the meeting in any way. The 
Lord was working mightily in that tent, and 
hearts unaccustomed to spiritual things sud- 
denly caught glimpses of the care and love 
of the Great Shepherd and saw themselves 
lost and helpless, with their Saviour bend- 
ing over them. 

Bill made no halfhearted, conditional ac- 
ceptance of salvation. He laid all at the feet 
of the Head Rancher, as he called his 
Lord, even his life on the ranch. His leg and 
back improved rapidly, and before long he 
took his place with the boys, but it was not 
the same place. He had caught a vision of 
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something beyond roping steers, — ) s 


unending trails, and checking herds. 

To all who will listen there come times 
when God speaks through an unobstructed 
channel straight to our souls. He calls us to 
follow Him as surely as He called those 
stalwart fishermen years ago to lay down 
their nets and walk life’s highway with Him. 
Bill felt the call in his soul and was con- 
vinced, and although he did not know the 
way, he was willing to stumble along as best 
he could. Many were the mistakes he made, 
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but through it all he learned a new business, 
that of saving human strays from spiritual 
starvation, from canyons of despair, and 
from the wolves of sin. 

Like impetuous Peter, who drew the 
sword to defend his Master, Bill at first used 
fist and boot in trying to tell the world 
about the loving Saviour who had found 
him and brought joy to his heart. No longer 
was there any desire to use the name of the 
One he now loved in cursing and swearing, 
but he did not realize that this change had 
come because he had let the Lord take away 
the old heart and give him a new one. He 
only knew that it hurt now when he heard 
his best Friend’s name used that way, so one 
morning when one of the boys let out a 
string of oaths, Bill put his religion to work 
by knocking the boy in the mouth with his 
fist. As the surprised fellow cursed, Bill 
threw him to the ground, then picked him 
up and booted him to the bunkhouse, tell- 
ing him all the while that never as long as 
he lived should he ever use the Lord’s name 
like that. 

From then on things were not so easy for 
Bill, but little by little it dawned upon him 
that the God whom he served draws men to 
Him rather than forcing them, and Bill ex- 
changed his gospel whip for the lasso of 
love. 

As time went on, he accepted an invita- 
tion to attend college. In order to finance 
his way through school he had to sell his be- 
loved Eagle, a horse he could never forget, 
and his cherished saddle—which had been 
made especially for him—had to go, too. 
But Bill never lost sight of the vision he 
had glimpsed on the prairie. After college 
days he met the girl of his dreams and had 
the home he had longed for. He never 
turned back from the decision he made that 
night under the gospel tent. He followed 
the trail the Head Rancher laid out for him, 
all the way to the Glendale Sanitarium and 
Hospital in California, where for a long time 

e helped rescue, not weak dogies, but sick 
en and women from the wolves of sin. 


FIND A PEN PAL HERE 


Cora Lee Boggs, age 11. 1324 E. 10th Avenue, 
Olympia, Washington, U.S.A. Riding horses, roller 
skating, oil painting. 

Deborah Brinton, age 14. c/o Loran W. Brinton, 
R.D. 1, Nottingham, Pennsylvania, U.S.A. Reading, 
swimming, skating, piano, stamps, cooking, sewing. 

Sheila Sheen Smith, age 11. 105 E. Howard Street, 
Hagerstown, Maryland, U.S.A. Reading. 
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LESSONS FROM THE OUT-OF-DOORS 


July 

10. Matt. 6:30 God takes care of His own 

11. Matt. 13:39 The devil is at work 

12. Mark 1:4 John was an outdoor man 

13. Ps. 139:14 God’s mighty power 

14. Ps. 24:9 God will guide the meek 

15. Matt. 7:18 Good tree bringeth forth good 
fruit 

16. Job 27:4 Watch the tongue 








“Ladybird, Ladybird . . .” 
(From page 9) 


fruitgrowers and vegetable ranchers on the 
West Coast. Meanwhile the ladybirds multi- 
plied greatly. 

A ladybird lays three hundred eggs that 
hatch out into the most fantastic dragonlike 
larvae you ever saw. About half of these 
reach maturity, and half of them lay another 
three hundred eggs that produce another 
one hundred and fifty ladybirds. And so it 
goes. Of course, not all of these live, or 
there wouldn’t be room enough on the earth 
for them in a few months. But they do 
manage to multiply. 

After the ladybirds had become plenti- 
ful, people began to wonder what good 
they were, for they had forgotten what hap- 
pened in the orange groves. They studied 
the little beetles and discovered that they 
were tremendous eaters of pests. 

“We've got to get these ladybirds scat- 
tered about over a wider area,” someone 
said one day. 

“But how?” someone else asked. “It will 
cost money to carry them over the country 
and educate people how to use them.” 

“Money!” cried the first “someone.” 
“That’s it! We'll sell them!” The ladybird 
business was started. 

Ladybirds hibernate. In southern California 
and in Arizona they assemble on mountain- 
tops in large clusters that look like balls of 

To page 22 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


Lesson Theme for the third quarter: "The Path of Obedience" 


[1l—The First Commandment— 
Worshiping the True God 


(July 16) 


Memory VERSE: “O come, let us worship and 
bow down: let us kneel before the Lord our 
maker” (Psalm 95:6). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Recall the first commandment (Ex. 20:3). Read 
the warning given to Israel about worshiping 
false gods in Deuteronomy 4:14-19. Read also 
Revelation 14:6, 7. Go over the memory verse 
several times. 

SUNDAY 


Worshiping Our Creator 


Open your Bible to Exodus 20. 


When God gave the law to Moses on Mount 
Sinai, He first proclaimed who He was. Read 
verses 1 and 2 and see how God identified Him- 
self to the children of Israel. 

It was the One to whom they owed everything 
—their freedom and their lives—the One who 
had provided food, water, and guidance—who 
was now giving His people His law. 

God is still our Deliverer. We are Satan’s cap- 
tives by birth, but God delivers us from Satan’s 
power and sets us free in Jesus Christ. 

In the fourth commandment, God made Him- 
self known to them in another way. Find what 
this was in verse 11. 

He is our Creator—the One who made the 
universe and made us, and who will make a new 
earth for those who serve Him faithfully. 

We all have an instinct in us to worship. The 
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gods the world sets up for worship prove a dis- 
appointment, but the worship of the Lord, our 
Creator and Deliverer, is a satisfying worship. 

The Bible witnesses to this in the lives of 
innumerable men and women who made God 
the object of their worship. One of these—David 
—wrote, “Oh that men would praise the Lord 
for his goodness, and for his wonderful works 
to the children of men! For he satisfieth the 
longing soul, and filleth the hungry soul with 
goodness” (Ps. 107:8, 9). 

For further reading: The Great Controversy, 
p. 436. 
THINK! Can you say, as Moses told the children 
of Israel to say, that you are willing to “love the 
Lord thy God with all thine heart, and with all 


Pray to give God first place in your worshi 


thy soul, and with all thy might” (Deut. 6:5). F 


MONDAY 
False Gods 


Open your Bible to 1 Kings 18. 


Ever since the fall of man it has been Satan’s 
continual endeavor to get men to set up false 
gods—gods representing the things God created, 
rather than the Creator of all things. 

Paul writes of those who set up these gods 
that they “became vain in their imaginations, 
and their foolish heart was darkened. Professing 
themselves to be wise, they became fools, and 
changed the glory of the uncorruptible God into 
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an image mace like to corruptible man, and 
to birds, and fourfooted beasts, and creeping 
things” (Rom. 1:21-23). 


God had warned against worshiping created 
things thousands of years before, but all through 
the centuries men have made gods of the sun, 
the moon, the stars, rivers, mountains, animals, 
birds, and even beetles. 

The worship of false gods has also crept into 
the churches established by those worshiping 
the true God. It was a continual temptation to 
the Israelites to have gods in their possession. 

Perhaps you recall the time of crisis in Israel’s 
history when under the influence of his heathen 
wife Jezebel, King Ahab allowed the worship 
of Baal, the sun-god. Elijah, the prophet, chal- 
lenged Baal, and it was proved beyond any 
doubt that our God is the only true God. Recall 
or read the story in verses 20-38. Note what 
the people all said and did, in verse 39. 


For further reading: Prophets and Kings, p. 
153, par. 1. 

Tuink! Are you determined to remain true to 
the Creator God? 

Pray to have the courage of Elijah and others 
who stood for the true God against false gods. 


TUESDAY 
Idol Worship Today 


Open your Bible to 1 Timothy 6. 
You may think to yourself, “Oh, the first com- 
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mandment isn’t hard to keep. That’s just for the 
heathen people of the great heathen continents 
and islands where they have many gods.” 

But a god does not have to be visible to be a 
god. If we make anything other than the service 
and worship of God first in our lives, that thing 
becomes a god to us. 

People in Christian lands would not think of 
bowing down to images in temples or setting up 
gods in their homes. Many set up gods and idols 
in their hearts, nevertheless. Paul tells us of one 
thing that can take the place of God, in verse 10. 

Gehazi, the rich young ruler, the rich farmer 
who proposed to pull down his barns to build 
more, Judas, Ananias and Sapphira, are all ex- 
amples of people who worshiped the god of 
gold. 

Paul tells us of people who make a god out 
of their stomach! “Whose end is destruction, 
whose God is their belly, and whose glory is in 
their shame, who mind earthly things” (Phil. 
3:19). They love food and drink more than they 
love God. 

Sports, amusements, worldy possessions, fame, 
position, and many other things can be called 
gods if they take first place in our lives. 

“Whatever we cherish that tends to lessen our 
love for God or to interfere with the service due 
Him, of that do we make a god.”—Patriarchs 
and Prophets p. 305. 

For further reading: Steps to Christ, p. 44, 
par. 1 (1908 ed., p. 48 par. 1). 


Tuink! Is there something in your life that 
absorbs your interest so much that you find the 
worship of God uninteresting? 


Pray to make the worship and service of God 
supreme in your life. 


WEDNESDAY 
True Worship Changes Us 


Open your Bible to 1 John 5. 


“It is a law of the human mind that by be- 
holding we become changed.’’—Patriarchs and 
Prophets, p. 91. 

Many heathen religions made the gods they 
worshiped possess characteristics that were 
very degrading. Many heathen gods are taken 
from the lower creatures. We can rise no higher 
than the objects we worship; so if we do not 
worship one much better than ourselves we can- 
not expect to be made any better by our worship. 

Paul writes of those who refuse “to retain God 
in their knowledge” that they become filled with 
all sorts of evil things, unrighteousness, wicked- 
ness, covetousness, envy, murder, deceit, etc. 
(Rom. 1:28-32.) 

On the other hand, those who worship the true 
God are lifted to a higher standard by their 
worship. We become changed by beholding. 
“But we all, with open face beholding as in a 
glass the glory of the Lord, are changed into 
the same image from glory to glory, even as by 
the Spirit of the Lord” (2 Cor. 3:18). 

So, for this reason John pleads with us to 
worship the true God and have nothing to do 
with idols, whether visible ones set up in tem- 
ples or invisible ones set up on the citadels of 
our hearts. Read verse 21. 


For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 91, par. 1. 


THink! Are you setting your standards high 
by worshiping the true and only holy God? 


Pray for Jesus to change you as you worship 
Him. 


THURSDAY 
Only Those Who Worship God Will Be in Heaven 
Open your Bible to Revelation 14. 
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When Jesus appears, those who woi'siilp Him 
will be seen to be like Him. ‘When he shall ap- 
pear, we shall be like him; for we shall see him 
as he is” (1 John 3:2). 

Only those who have worshiped God on earth 
and become like Christ will have a place in 
heaven and in the new earth. 

John, looking down to the end of time as God 
revealed the future to him in vision, saw in the 
last days a great movement calling men and 
women in all corners of the earth to return to 
the worship of the true God—the Creator. Read 
this appeal in verses 6 and 7. 

The time comes for each one of us to make 
the decision to serve God or to serve the false 
gods the world sets up under Satan. Like the 
people of Elijah’s day we have to choose whom 
we serve. 

Joshua is recorded as saying on one occasion, 
when he also was telling the children of Israel 
to make their choice, “As for me and my house, 
we will serve the Lord” (Joshua 24:15). 


For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
331, par. 3 


TuinkK! Are you trying to become more and 
more like the One you worship each day? 

ReEso_ve as Joshua did, that you will “serve 
the Lord.” 


FRIDAY 


1. Repeat the first commandment. 

2. Name some reasons why we should worship 
God. (Sunday’s assignment.) 

3. What false gods do men worship? (Mon- 
day’s assignment.) 

4. Name some gods that even people in Chris- 
tian lands worship. (Monday’s assignment.) 

5. What happens to those who worship false 
gods? (Rom. 1:28-32.) 

6. What happens to those who worship the 
Lord God? (2 Cor. 3:18.) 

7. What great appeal is now, in the last days, 
being made to all the world? (Rev. 14:6, 7.) 


Review the memory verse. 





“Ladybird, Ladybird . . .” 
From page 19 


jewels glistening in the sunshine of the 
mountaintops. This seems to be their favorite 
place to hibernate. 

In this state of hibernation, then, lady- 
bird dealers find them and scoop them into 
bags and carry them down the mountains. 

Since the ladybirds are natural hiber- 
naters they do not mind the cold. So it is 
easy to keep them in cold storage until 
there is a need for them. Some dealers do 


not like to keep them in this cold state for 
too long a time. So they take them out of 
the freezer and thaw them once in a while 
and let them stretch their legs and spread 
their wings for exercise, then put them 
back. Sometimes they give them a drink of 
water. 

They are shipped to all parts of the 
country in cartons of excelsior. This gives 
them room to move around in and space to 
breathe, for the cartons are especially con- 
structed to allow air to get in without let- 
ting the ladybirds out. 

When the little beetles arrive at their 
destination they are as hungry as insects 
usually are, and are ready to attack whatever 
pests they find in their paths. So the farmer 
who receives the shipment puts them to 
work immediately, and in a few days they 
are laying eggs and multiplying, making 
themselves agreeable and useful. 

When they have cleaned out a patch of 
insect pests they move on to another place 
or to another man’s garden. They aren’t the 
least bit fussy about boundaries or who it 
was that paid their train fare. 

Some people keep a plastic bag of them 
in their refrigerator, to be released when 
needed. The dealers warn their buyers to 
be careful about defrosting their refrigera- 
tors or the ladybirds will come to life in a 
hurry and take over the contents. 

There are about two thousand species of 
this colorful beetle scattered about the 
world. One hundred and fifty different kinds 
live in the United States. They come in as- 
sorted colors, but lean mostly to loud hues, 
though there are some black ones. Their 
black spots vary in numbers, too. Some 
have two black spots, others five, nine, thir- 
teen, and even as high as fifteen. 

The next time you catch a ladybird and 
tell her to fly away home to take care of her 
children, be sure that she is through eating 
up the pests in your garden. 
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1. The ground squirrel is one of the most abundant 
mammals in the northern hemisphere and also the 
one most commonly seen by travelers, for it comes out 
in the daytime. 2. It is closely related to the tree 
squirrels, but unlike them it stays out of the trees. 


3. Ground hogs and prairie dogs are also closely 
related to ground squirrels. They are in most cases 
larger, but their habits are similar in that they live 
in the ground and feed on vegetation and seeds. All 
three are confirmed hibernators in the wintertime. 





Prairie dogs 
Woodchucks 


Ground squirrels 


Kangaroo rats Chipmunks 


Pocket gophers Fiving squirrels 


Rats and mice Tree squirrels 
Squirrels 
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4. This chart shows more clearly the relationship be- 
tween the ground squirrels and some of the other 
members of the rodent order. 5. Ground squirrels 
are usually called gophers, though they are only 
distantly related to them. They are also called: go 


7. North American ground squirrels range in size 
from the large arctic species, which may weigh up 
to two and one-half pounds, to the small thirteen- 
lined ground squirrel of the Midwest, which some- 
times weighs no more than four ounces. 8. The ideal 
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diggers, spermophiles, picket pins, 
ks, striped gophers, flickertails, and 
some other names that are not even as complimen- 
tary. 6. In Europe and much of Asia the suslik is 
common, though others are found there and in Africa. 


downs, gray 
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habitat of the typical ground squirrel is the open 
prairie or desert country. 9. In the wheatlands of the 
West he aggravates the farmer, for one ground 
squirrel can eat a bushel of grain in a season. That is 
why the first of May is “gopher day” in some areas. 








